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THE Box PRISON ANB OTHER EXAMPLES OF
MONGOLIAN JUSTICE

ONE day I handed a valuable parcel of crude
topaz stones to a motor-driver who was going
to Kalgan. The parcel was addressed to a firm of
diamond polishers in Antwerp, and the reason I gave
it to this man was that it was impossible to register
and insure a consignment of this kind in Urga, but
quite a simple matter in Kalgan. Naturally, I paid
him for his services and, just as naturally, impressed
upon him the necessity of obtaining a receipt at the
post office and bringing it back to me. A few weeks
later the motor-driver returned to Urga, but did not
call on me. When I sought him out and demanded the
postal receipt he said that he had forgotten it in
Kalgan. I was quite certain, in my own mind, that the
man was lying, so I consulted Purbah, my colleague
at the electric power works.

"Denounce him to the tusumin" (magistrate),,
advised Purbah.

Deciding to act on this advice I went to the
magistrate's tent. The tent was empty, save for the
magistrate's servant, who ran out to fetch his master.
After a few minutes the representative of Mongolian
justice arrived, an ordinary Mongolian in somewhat
greasy clothes and of unimpressive presence. The